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Satire shou'd like a polish’d razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that’s scarcely felt or seen. —LapD¥ MONTAGUE. 


® Political Pasauinades and Political Caricatures are parts (though humble ones,) of Political History. Thev supply information ss to the persom and 
ebdite eften as to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere.”"—CROKER’s New Wuic Guipe. 
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which he dignifies by calling “‘a strong hold of the rebels,” 
he says “I add an account of my killed and wounded,” 
which amounts to about two of the former, and half-a-dozen 
of the latter. His latest account says ‘“‘ my killed amount 
to one rank and file.’ Why good gracious, a street row 
might carry off one old file, and calling him rank and file is 
rank humbug, and no mistake whatever. 

Another account says “ Mr. Brown was easily secured.” 
Who the devil Mr. Brown may be, has not yet transpired in 
this country, but that he was “ eastly secured ”’ is a fact put 
beyond doubt, by the unanimous testimony of all the news- 
papers. It seems. from the dispatches. that Mr. Brown, with 
a party of the rebels had got into a field, and were making 
the most soldier-like preparations, at the back of a hedge, 
which bounded one side of the field, when the gallant 
Wetherall, with 1000 men, came round to the other side, 
and Mr. Brown and his party having their backs to the 
military, were ‘secured eastly.” Why what blessed 
humbug all this is! Then the accounts that come to this 
country are so regularly ‘‘ much ado about nothing.” The 
following are a few specimens ;— 

«« A passenger from Highgate, has just arrived, and declares 
that he does not know what to think of the affair. This has 
plunged the city into the deepest confusion,” 

‘‘A Courier has just come in, with the intelligence that a 
Serjeant of the line is missing.” 

“The latest news is frightful. Nothing is known, and 
every body is ignorant of the result. The puddles are three 
feet deep, and the military have all got their feet wet. 

} Colonel Wetherall marched at day-break, and the report of 
ROW IN CANADA, Mr. Brown having been secured eaatly, is confirmed.” 
“‘By an express from the seat of the rebellion, we learn 

Weare not among those who like to turn into ridicule | that Captain Markham has taken a house.” 
the horrors of war, but we must say the dispatches from Why Lord bless us, what a feat is this of Captain Markham, 
Canada, are as fineinstances of “ great cry and little wool,” | to take a house! If the landlord is satisfied about the Cap- 
** we ever met with. Colonel Wetherall endeavours to be | tain’s ability to pay the rent, the ezplott is accounted for at 
‘ery ferocious in his official statements, and after a magni- | once. But we are literally sick of the extreme stuff, and 
loquent account of the capture of some barn or haystack ' unparalelled nonsense, that is put into the newspapers about 

? 
W,, Strange, 21, Patervoster row 
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this Canadian broil, 
warlike horrors ‘‘ one rank and file, killed, several wounded, 
and a serjeant missing.” 

Our Artist has furnished forth a caricature showing how | 
by consanguinity we of this country, are prevented from 
fighting against our countrymen, in Canada, who form part of 
the revolutionists. | Unless we hear of something more 
dreadful than ‘a company with wet feet,” “a Corporal 
scratched in the face,’’ and ‘‘ a Serjeant missing,” we shall 
be strongly disposed to treat the matter as a mob ‘would doa 
ficht between two urchins in the streets, and exclaim, ‘“ Let 
‘em fight it out. they can’t hurt each other.” Even if Captain 
Markham has gallantly led en the soldiers through the pud- 
dles, and got a punchin the eye for his pains, or even if the 
news be true that “Mr. Brown was secured easily”’ we 
must confess we see nothing in the affair (as yet) to knock 
the British funds down two or three per cent., and raise “‘ a 
sensation in the money market.” 








GREEN ROOM BREVITIBS. 


This being a Theatrical week, we present our readers with a few 
of the very few good thiugs uttered in those resorts of assumption 
and dulness united, the London green rooms. At the Haymarket, 
Webster was asked why he brought out Whittington and his Cat. 
‘“ Because,” said he “ as Vestris brought out ‘ Puss in Boots, I 
thought by bringing forward W hittington’ s Cat, I should prove my 
readiness to come up to the scratch.” “Yes’’ added Gallot, in his 
sepulchral voice, “ and if it goes off with a-claw (eclat) the result 
will be satisfactory... The worthy prompter’s wretched pun filled 
the green room with a dense mist, which had the effect of driving 
every one from it, in horror and confusion. 





—— 


THE QUEEN AND CANADA. 





Melbourne and Palmerston have been tormenting the Queen out 
of her life to know what had better be done about Canadian affairs. 
“<’Pon my life,’ said Victoria “‘I know nothing about it. All I 
know of Canadian affairs, is the Canadian boat song, and as that 
happens to begin with the words ‘ Row, brothers, row.’ We may 
account for the precious row in Canada.” Melbourne and 
Palmerston joined playfully in the refrain of that popular melody. 
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THH DUCHESS AND THE DISHES 











Some plates lately manufactured for the {Duchess of Kent, are 
said to cost have fram £50 to £100 each. When the Duchess goes 
to such an extravagant sum in plates, we cannot be surprised at her 
being so verynearly dished, 





WAR BY CONTRACT. 


In these days of contract and‘‘retrenchment, we should sugges 
that if we are to have a Warwith Canada, the whole thing had 
better be done by contract. Let some wholesale butcher (Giblett 
of Bond Street, for instance, undertake to slaughter the Canadians 
at so much a dozen. There can be no difficulty about an arrange- 
ment of this sort, for the death of one rank and file spreads conster- 
nation through the whole of the Country. The best way would 
certainly be, to send out Giblett as a Settler, and the rebels might 
find he was a Settler in the literal meaning of the word. It is all 
the fashion in these days to do every thing by contract, and when 
War is so expensive, and there are somany fond of the practise of 
j,uinan butchery, we can see no possible objection to the course we 
ave suggested. 


which seems to have involved in its | 
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THE TRUB SUN. 





It is a remarkable fact that a week or two since we were impugn. 
ing the sincerity of the liberal professions of this paper, inasmuch a; 
in its theatrical articles the most disgusting spirit of lying ang 
malignity perpetually manifested itse:f. It is only a few days ago 
that it published a deliberate lie on the subject of some rausic ina 
piece at the St. James’s theatre. The thing has got the reward of 
its falsehood, and gave its expiring bray on Saturday. The True 
Sun is discontinued, 
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THH QUEEN AT THE HOUSE. 





We are among the most loyal subjects of the Queen, but we 
are (ex-officio) thorough going haters of humbug of any kind. 
Now we have no doubt, the Queen is very graceful and so forth, 
but how the devil she can do ordinary things, differently from ordi- 
nary people, is beyond our conception. The papers swear that Vic- 
toria’s walk is different from that of any one else. If her Majesty puts 
one leg before the other, her walk must be like that of other peo- 
ple, and there is nothing to go into extacies about When she 
speaks, her voice is said to be more euphonious than that of auy other 
living creature, and rather resembling the melodious notes of a night- 
ingale. If this be true the Quezen’s voice must be a wretched 
squeak, for though nightingales are well enough in the hedges, a 
human voice, must be a most disagreeable screech, if it in any way 
resemble the tones of that primo tenore of the stinging nettle beds 
and holly bushes. Then we are told because the Clerk of the House 
of Lords, said Le Rot by mistake, instead of La Reine, the quick -ear 
of the Queen caught the sound. It would be hard indeed, if after 
paying six thousand a year for a series of years, for the education 
of Victoria, it would we say, be hard indeed if after this, she could 
not tell the difference between the masculine and feminine of the 
very commonest word in the French Language. We are quite sure 
that the fulsome flattery, and the blarney of the penny-a-line people 
cannot be acceptable to the Queen, and for that reason, we shall do 
our best to smother it. 








POLITICAL CHRISTMAS BOXES. 


The following papers have been left at several houses in London, 
during the past week :— 
Printing House Square, Dec. 25th, 
We, the constant Dustmen, ia the employ of the Tories, make 
humble application to you for a Christmas Box. There is no work 
so dirty but what we have been ready to do it, and there is not a bit 
of rubbish however corrupt, that we have not been willing to receive 
from a Conservative Dusthole. To prevent imposition we beg you 
will not give your bounty to any one who cannot produce a file of 
the Times Newspaper, for we are the only Rubbish Carters, and 
Nightmen, who have for years made ourselves the repository of al! 
the filth in the kingdom. 
(Signed.) Barnes, and F. WitiiaMs 


Among numerous other applications for Christmas Boxes, the 
following have been made. 
By ee Munster, and others on the Pension List, for the Watts 


(Weights.) . 
nino 


BPIGRAM. 


Mr. G. P. Young said he would suggest that there should 
cross benches, as there were many Members who thought that neither Whiz 
nor Tories, were right, 

The House then adjourned. 


also be som: 


Pie Mr. Young how can you talk such stuff, 
Is not the House already cross enouyh ? 

But you must have so bad a plan in view, 

To have cross Members and eress bencheg too! 
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SHABBY COWAN. 
SaLe AT GUILDHALL.—On Wednesday sundry decorations and erections 
used on the occasion of her Majesty’s visit to the City banquet, were, by the 
direction of the royal entertainment committee, sold by auetion at the Guild- 


aall, by Mr. Herring, upholsterer to the honourable corporation. The sale 


was very numerously attended. The handsome crimson and gold (rosette 
pattern) superb Brussels carpet, 84 y rds, from the throne, used only on the 
9th of November, and described in the catalogue to be of the best quality pro- 
duced 4s. 6d. per yard. The large hearth rug, which received the broken 
fragments of the screen which her Majesty accidentally broke,’'was, after much 
competition, knocked down for 41. 4s,—Zondon Dispatch. a 


The Lord Mayor having made a desperate effort to enter- 
tain the Queen, and gone to some expense in doing the thing 


handsomely, has, it appears, overrun the constable, andis now | 


obliged to bring the whole of the decorations disgracefully to 
the public hammer. It appears, from the above paragraph, 
that the most trivial articles went at a very hich price, and 
the rug upon which her Majesty tipped the screen, was 
object of the fiercest competition. 


bits of broken glass, we really cannot see, but the publie 
thought otherwise, and were furious in outbidding one an- 
other, merely because the Queen had smashed a screen upon 
itt The mat upon which her Majesty rubbed her shoes, was 
madly contested by the various bidders, and the glass out of 
which she drank, was broken into little bits, in order that 
every fragment might be put upas a seperate lot, and knock- 
ed down accordingly. 
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THE QUEEN'S ALLOWANCE 


‘‘T now beg leave to tender to your Majesty a Bill, entitled, ‘An Act for 
the support of her Majesty’s Household, and of the honour and dignity of the 
Crown of the United Kingdom of Great Britain and Ireland,’ to which we 
humbly pray your Majesty will be pleased to give your Royal Assent ” 

Her Majesty then rose and curtsied in acknowledgement. | . 

The Royal Assent was then given to the Bill in the usual form. 

Parliamentary Report of Saturday. 


This is fine humbug! The Parliament makes 2 more than 
liberal allowance for the Queen, and humbly prays she will 
give her royal assent to the measure. Why, what a piece of 
refined humbug! Asif the Queen would for one moment 
hesitate to give her assent to a bill confering on her an 
extravagant income. ‘* Humbly pray” indeed, why her 
Majesty was ready to clutch at the income, and to hurry the 
bill through: and the sycophantie p . 
her Majesty to take it. This is too muchof a good thing, and 
only goes to prove how miserably sunk in servility is the 
British Parliament. . " 


_ An advertisement has appeared giving the public the pleas- 
ing intelligence that the Thames Tunnel canagain be viewed. 
Vousioring that Father Thames is a constant Visitor, and that 
e delights in popping in quite unawares, without the small- 
est respect to what company happens to be there, we very 
much question how far the public will feel disposed to accept 
the invitation offered them. 


——_— 





THE MUD SWALLOWERS 





Mr, Wakley proved the other night, beyond the smallest possibility 
of doubt, that the Members of the House of Commons must of neces- 
‘ity eat mud and dirt. That a great deal of dirt comes out of the 
mouths of honourable Members is quite evident and that a quantity 
of mud must go into their mouths is exceedingly likely. When such 
people as young D’Israeli and others are on their legs, the quantity 
of dirt and filth, that must be in the atmosphere is inconceivable. 


an | 


| 


~~ 


i 


20 


THBEATRICALS 





There is not in existence a more twaddling paper, on theatrical matters, 
than the Observer, and it perhaps never contained a more twaddling paragraph 
than one last Sunday, on the subject of the ‘ Musician of Venice.’ The piece 
may bea very fine piece, and as the alleged author of it has told the 
Observer reporter, that it is so, we are bound to suppose it must be, and if a 
man can get a puff for himself inserted in a newspaper, we don't see how we 
can blame him, so we shall say nothing of that part of the matter. But an 
enemy to humbug has written us a letter, saying that he cannot allow Mr. 
Morris Barnett to be called the clever author of ‘ Monsieur Jacques,’ when 
the version of it done at the St. James’s, is only a translation, and when he, 
the enemy to humbug,) happens to have been in daily intercourse with John 
Barnett, the composer, in Paris, when he, John Barnett, (not Morris,) trans- 
lated the French piece in question, and sent it over to this country for per- 
formance. We perhaps might have allowed this hoax about Morr's Barnett’s 
authorship to go on, had not our attention been drawn to the puff in the 
Observer, by a passage about Mr. Braham and his advisers, (particularly fas 
advisers,) having motives for keeping back such pieces as the ‘ Musician of 
Venice’ at the St. James’s Theatre. This insolent and senseless balderdash, 
must be its own refutation. How can it be Mr. Braham’s interest, or that of 


What could have been | his advisers, (if he has any, which is not quite sure,) to keep back any piece 


the value of an old hearth rug regularly bespattered with | that can serve the interest of the theatre, and thus serve the interest of all 
| concerned 


But we have first to learn whether the ‘ Musician of 


in it? 
We hope it may, but as yet 


“aaa Geta 
Venice,’ is likely to do good to the house. 
we have only the (a//eged) author’s word for it. 


This being the season of Pantomimes, nearly every London Theatre has 
produced one, and human beings permit themselves to be buffetted about as 
clown, pantaloon, and harlequin, for a few shillings a week, in all quarters of 
the Metropolis. It is indeed a strange mode of getting a livelihood to make 
beastly grimaces, walk upon the hands, and receive the kicks and cuffs of 
other beings in an equally degraded position, for the amusement of a set of 
half-intoxicated holiday keepers, crammed into the pit and galleries. The 
merriment of Christmas, by the bye ,seems to consistin getting drunk, and roll- 
ing about the streets, while to reel headlong into the gutter, is a fine piece of 
old English feeling, perfectly pardonable at this cheerful season of general 
festivity, We English are a very nice set of people certainly, and rolling 
about drunk in the thoroughfares, is the outward and visible sign by which 
the nation celebrates the birth of our Saviour. But this has nothing to do 
with the Pantomimes. We cannot, however, give time and space to separate 
criticisms, but must put them together in a lot, like a lot of questionable 
value, at an auction. Taking them altogether they may be pronounced 
successful, those at the Adelphi and Surrey, are perhaps the best, as far as 
Pantomime goes, but Drury Lane and Covent Garden are the most worth 
seeing, on account of the Dioramas ; that at Drury Lane, by the Grieves, 
and that at Covent Garden, by Stanfield. After all the puffing about Stan. 
field in the play bills, we had expected something better. That it is a great 
work, there can be »o doubt, but it is far from being his greatest. When 
we know that Stanfield owesall his fame to scene painting, we think the hum- 
bug about his condescension in returning, for once, to that which was, for 
many years, ‘ his bread,’ is rather de trup. We wonder under all cireumstances 
that Stanfield ever condescended to earn a shilling, and it is surprising that 


arliament humbly prayed he did not starve rather than so far unbend from his dignity, as to work for 


However, he is a first-rate scene painter, and as such, any 


his live!ihood. 
On the whole 


work from his pencil is an acquisition to any management. 
we may congratulate the various theatres on the result of their Christmas 
novelties. 

The onlv theatres in London that have not given Pantomimes, are the St. 
James’s, the Haymarket, and the Olympic. 

Webster appears to us to be particularly unfortunate in the selection of bis 
pieces, for though none can doubt the liberality of his management, every one 
is struck by the worse than mediocrity of all his novelties. ‘ Whittington 
and his Cat,’ is an old affair, which he formerly did at the City Theatre, 
and it never should have been carried west of Temple Bar. For the kind of 


thing it is not bad, but the kind of thing itself is bad for the Haymarket. 


Webster perhaps thought that the holiday people would not be satisfied with- 


out something in the fairy line, and perhaps he was right. At all events, he 
has shown proper liberality in the getting up of the piece, and he has other 
attractions quite strong enough to fill the theatre up to the fifteenth of 
January. 

The Olympic Christmas piece is from the united pen of Dance and Planche. 
The senseless ribaldry with which it abounds ought to have ensured it’s 
Such coarse and disgusting rubbish as—‘‘ Does your 

‘‘He’s an out and outer!’’ and other slang fit 
have been scouted from a stage which the elegam ‘ 
management of Vestris has brought to something like a state of refinement. 
We wonder she does not get out of the hands of these Siamese botchers, this 
duality of paste pot and scissars workmen. How canan ex-patten make: be 
supposed to possess the education necessary to write for the stage, or for any 
thing else? Surely if Mr. Planche thought it expedient to give up the patten 
business, he might so far sink the shop as not to make himself a clog to the 


‘ deep damnatim.’ 
mother know your ovt?” 
only for St. Giles’s, should 
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London Theatres. The taste of Vestris has done all that could be done for 
‘ Puss in Boots,’ but we do not expect the existence of this thing will at all 
bear out the gencral rule as to the long retention of life by that useful do- 
mestic animal. 

The St. James's had not only one of the fullest, but certainly the most 
brilliant audience of any of it’s rivals on what is called boxing night. This 
elegant theatre is fortunately out of the sphere of the noisy and vulgar 
holiday makers, and is, at the present season of the year, the only house that 
can be visited by persons of respectability. Braham has provided a famous 
bill of fare, commencing with the ‘ Postilion,’ which is as popular at this 
moment in Paris, as it has been since the first night of it’s production, It is 
impossible to see Braham to greater advantage than in this delightful opera. 
His acting and singing are equal to what he does in ‘ Fra Diavolo,’ He never 
went through the character of the Postilion with more spirit and success than 
he did on Tuesday. Miss Rainforth also won a fair share of the applause and 
admiration of a crowded audience. Inthe ‘French Refugee,’ which followed, 
Mr. M. Barnett gave an abridgement, or rather a dilution of ‘ Monsieur 
Jacques.” The Christmas piece is cailed * Pascal Bruno.’ It is an adaptation 
from the tale of that name, and the adapter has judiciously confined himself 
to the incidents of the book, except in the comic part given to Wright, which 
told exceedingly well. Mrs, Stirling’s acting as Pascal Bruno, aided by her 
splendid appearance, will place that admirable actress in even a higher posi- 
thon than she at present holds. Wright reminded us greatly of John Reeve. 
Hle made the most of his character, which appeared to be well suited 
to him. Miss Allison did her very best for a very bad part. Mr. J. Webster, 
M:. Brookes, Mr. Hollingsworth, in fact all concerned, contributed 
greatly to the success of the piece, which went off to the complete 
satisfaction of every one except two gentlemen with long hooked noses dark 
beards, greasy collars, and dirty hands, who declared, ‘ So help them Got! 
they had never seen such nonshence.’” The worthies were pleased 
to admire the dresses and swore that they wouldn’t mind giving a matter of 
ose pound ten for the dress of Mrs. Stirling, or a five pun note for the lot.” 
They entered their protest at the end of the peice, and by accident in 
endeavouring to cry down the repeated bravos of the house, a wild shout of 
‘any auld clo.” revealed the secret of their occupation. The piece was quite 
successful, 


The Queen’s Theatre opened on Monday, and a mob collected in the pit | 


and gallery ; but what they went for, not one of them could have told; for 
deuce a bit of a bill had been sent forth of any description. Some few per- 
formers, strolled on the stage, and said a few words, and played a few tricks, 
and the audience good naturedly suffered itself to be humbugged, into the 
belief that it had seen a play and a pantomime. Tothe death of the horse 
recorded last week, is now to be added, the seizure of the wigs and breeches 
of the whole of the company. We understand that poor Santer the prompter 
had his very wig distrained upon, off his head, and has been compelled to run 
about bal/ in a state of frenzy, with two men in possession of his old brown 
caxon. This is savage work. Miss Desbourough the lessee is terribly sub- 
jected to fits of absence, and when she is indisposed it is invaribly necessary 
to try the air of the other side of the water, or that of Farringdon Street for her 
restoration. Santer has a new piece on the stocks called ‘ the Waters of 
Oblivion,’ and if the house could be drenched with streams of Lethe it would 
probably be the very best thing that could happen to all concerned in it. 

At the Victoria the excellent drama of the ‘ King’s Wager,’ and the 


admi::! le faice of a ‘Day well Spent ’ were followed by a Pantomime called 
‘Har uin Veiled Prophet. Wethink thisis rather trop fort. We shall be 
gettin, :{arlequin Moses’ next with Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob, as the 
Pant 1, the Clown, and the Lover. The audience ,hardly relished this 
descr 1 of the Moore’s prophetic. 
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BREVITIES. 





A Hot House 


Sonie Radicals complain that the House of Commons is not properly 
‘,e Ministers on the other hand declare, that it is owing to the 








ventils' 
Radi, ‘y cannot fate it cool, and that it is the same party which 
make e (00 hot to hola them. 
Close and Corrupt 

Wak ie finds the House of Commons disagreeably close. Some 
of th we still open to that objection ; but the breezes raised in the 
house ist year or two have done much to purify them, 

: FIGARO TO THE PUBLIC | 

He completed the seventh year of our periodical ex- 
isten with our next number commence the Eighth Year, 
of th ». This fact ts of itself sufficient to show the 
estim t BLGARO is held by the public. Though there 


—— 


rinted and Published (forthe Proprietor) by 





IN LONDON 


have been hundreds of cheap weekly papers, and though there arp 
many still, most have sunk, and the rest are sinking tnto oblivion . 
while FIGARO continues its superiority both as to circulation and 
character. This is owing partly to the originality of tts Style, whie} 
any have imitated, but not one with success; and partly to thé 
independence with which FIGARO is conducted, and its entire 
freedom from those offensive indecencies, which swell the Cheap ang 
nasty columns of its ephemeral contemporaries, FIGARO has 
never attacked individuals for the sake of obtaining a price for its 
silence, though from its influence and large circulation such a Course 
was palpably open. There are one or two papers that we could 
name, that pursue this despicable plan, but they are destined to be 
short lived, and they would immediately sink, if individuals had the 
| spirit to resist their unprincipled extortions. FIGARO wil] pur- 
| sue its independent course, cutting right and left, with well merited 
| satire, whenever quackery or dishonesty dares to show its face; but 
always independently of either party or person. We shall (with ou; 
new volume, commencing next week) introduce some improvements 
| We shall increase the size of our pages in length and width, bur 
| the form of our work will continue precisely the same. We have ai 
\last fixed onan Artist, (after fruitless trials of several) who seems 
| destined to assume the fallen mantle of the immortal Seymour. We 
| shall take care to restore all the early spirit of FIGARO, in every 
| department, and we recommend the present asan excellent oppor- 
\tuntty to New Subscribers. 


TO ADVERTISERS!!! 





NOTICE FOR THE FUTURE—As this Publication must go to prese 
rather earlier than usual, Advertisements cannot be received after 12 o'clock 
on Wednesday morning ; and they are requested to be forwarded to the office 
of JAMES TURNER, STAR PreEss, 20, Cross Srreet, Hatron GARDEN, 
As this periodical devotes but a small space to Advertisements, and those 
coming immediately under the eye, it has always been considered a valuable 
medium of publicity. The charges are not so low as some periodicals, but the 
certainty of notice, the extent of its circulation, and the valuable class oj 
readers it is supported by, render it invaluable to Advertisers at any price, 













ra. gusts 

pb Fate yf 

eee) DRAMA 

Is under the Direct Patrronacre or Her Magsesty, who commanded 
three copies on her recent visit to Covent Garden Theatre. 


JOAN OF ARC is Published this Week, 


Prick ONLY THREEPENCE—bDeing No. 16, of the THregerpenny AcrTiNé 
DRAMA. 


No, 15. THE PAROLE OF HONOUR, 


The Plays already published comprise the best copyright new pieces, and 
to prove the determination of the Proprietor to make this work worthy of the 
Patronage it has received, he has purchased the following eminently success- 
ful pieces, which will appear in rapid succession : 
DON JUAN, - - - : 
TEMPTATION - - ° 
THE HiNnG’s WAGER .- T. E. Wivks. 
WANTED A BRIGAND - G. A. A’Brckstt. 

The First Volume containing 12 Copyright Plays, is published, Price 3s. 6d 
The following have been re-printed ;— 

No. 3. VIRGINUS, the RUM-UN. 
No 6 PEREGRINATIONS OF PICKWICK, 
No 10 LORD DARNLEYW 


*,* Every Play in this Edition is now in Print, price 3d. ea 


By C. Stiruine. 
Dr. MILLIGEN. 


rif 





Published this day price eightpence, Part 3 of 


THE RAMBLES OF CAPTAIN BOLIO, 
It contains among other interesting matter, a splendid exposé of the results 
ofa card party, as well as discloses the secret by which servants impose upes 
unsuspecting and even wary masters. 
London: W. Strange, 21, Paternaster row. 





W. STRANGE, 21, PATERNOSTER ROW. 

















